CHAPTER X
THE first quarrel between my parents was caused by my schooling, although they had not quarrelled during all the bitter days of direst poverty and adjustment to the world of an American ghetto. For I heard of High School. A representative sent by the board of education came to tell the graduating class of our grammar school about high school. He told us that education was the means of best preparing ourselves for that finest of all things, " effective Americanism." Even the most poverty-stricken home in the ghetto aspired to send forth one son as lawyer or doctor into the world. But it was unheard of for a girl, a poor girl, to wish to go to high school. And I wanted to go. I had no con-vincing reason to give for my going. I could not even say that I wished to prepare myself for a profession, for I did not. There waswad of cloth heavily coated with coarse salt which mother rubbed vigorously and conscientiously over our gums and teeth [73]
